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FOREWORD 


One of the most hopeful signs for the future is the appearance 
of a band of young poets in the land, anxious to turn away 
the reproach that the poetry which has been so long a proud 
national heritage is ours no longer ; and among these young 
poets who, to a considerable native gift, have added a high 
seriousness and devotion to their art, Mr. Roberts occupies 
an honoured position, for he has justified the hopes aroused 
by his earliest work, and has now stepped beyond the dangers 
and fears that assail the path of the youthful poet. He has 
been wise and courageous in that he has avoided sensation 
and violence in an age when the unusual is acclaimed by a 
body of men who find no virtue in precedent, and worship 
the extravagant and bizarre. He has been content to tread 
the old paths, learning his art, and acquiring a technique 
which has qualified him for longer and more adventurous 
flights. ‘ A master of metre/ as ‘ The Times ’ said, he has 
written narrative, lyrical and dramatic verse with success, 
and though it is early to predict in which field the poet will 
finally work, this versatility augurs well for the future. There 
is in Mr. Roberts’ poetry a gentle spirit, somewhat brooding, 
and occasionally pessimistic, but he escapes the traditional 
fault of young poets by the light that emanates from his 
philosophy, and reveals a glory shining through the gloom 
of despair. 

To quote one lyric, we feel that 

' Art, with its deeper sight, has seen 
Something to which the world is blind.* 

( 7 ) 


Sometimes there is a felicity of phrasing in his lines which 
gives us that joy of all good poetry when our consciousness is 
extended, and feeling, which we thought transcended expres¬ 
sion, is made articulate. We not only see but also share the 
woe of ‘ Andromache,* whose— 

‘ robes hung fold on fold about 
Her grief-expressive figure, dark, enswathed 
Save where the ivory brow gleamed forth above 
Two eyes that were as wells of sorrow where 
No sunlight ever glanced 

It may be that this firm delineation, this limning in of a 
picture through the medium of sight as well as emotion, 
accounts for the fact that it was an artist, Mr. W. Kiddier, 
who first discerned through the morning mist the rising of 
a poet into day. In the poem quoted there is a union of 
lyrical and dramatic feeling that invests it with a spirit quite 
in keeping with the traditions of Greek drama, and it evinces 
considerable imaginative and technical power when the singer 
can pass from the gloom and weight of * Andromache ’ to 
the light sunlit fancy of the lines ‘ To Marjory, in Spring¬ 
time.* 

But it is to * A Child’s Eyes ’ we must turn in order to 
fully appreciate the skill, and I might add, genius (that much 
abused word) which the poet therein reveals ; it is a work 
not only of great imaginative power but of lyrical rapture 
and intensity of vision that would have delighted Francis 
Thompson, and though the latter’s work is the sponsor, it 
is not in any way depreciating Mr. Roberts* achievement to 
trace his fount of inspiration, for if he has borrowed a metrical 
device, he is justified by the excellence of its usage. 

This poem, which has won the praise of a great poet and 
critic, vibrates with splendid lines— 

' the mirrored pools of thy reflective sight . . .* 

‘ On thro* the land where hands unseen have wrought 
The rainbow's glory and the poet's thought ' 

The diapason music of the swinging firmament ’ 


(8) 


—such are indelibly impressed upon us by their music and 
thought. 

There are more intimate poems in this book which reveal 
a nature of great tenderness, for who could fail to be touched 
by the naive sweetness and delicate pathos of ‘ Love that 
Waited ’ or the beautifully expressive sentiment of ‘ After 
Vacation * ? The latter poem is not only an expression of a 
poet’s most intimate feeling, it is an echo caught from the 
unstilled regret of all who have watched the opening beauty 
of a young life, and it is this felicity in detecting the springs 
of affection, and the hidden pathos of the most ‘ ordinary * 
episode, which discovers his gift, captivates his reader with 
the tones of intimacy, and reveals a nature of singular charm 
which has known the shadow as well as the sunshine of life ; 
for it is true that our sweetest songs are those which tell of 
saddest thought, and if they vibrate with the truth of un¬ 
feigned passion they cannot fail to delight and partake of the 
intimacy and love of responding hearts. 

D. M. 


( 9 ) 
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“ Mr. Roberts’ poetry holds something of the music 
that we associate with Keats, and something of the 
deep abiding reverence of Wordsworth. It is at once 
profound and exquisitely simple . . . achieves real in¬ 
tensity of expression.” Literary World. 

“Mellifluous majesty of diction, and that dignified 
simplicity which only true poetic power can lift out of 
the commonplace.” Notts Guardian. 

“ Mr. Roberts’ work has the rare merit of being sincere 
and delicate, and his poems are faithful to the finest 
traditions of English poetry.” Poetry Review. 

“ A fine, true poet. ‘ Strayed Hylas ’ comes very near 
perfection in technique, and, as a piece of interpretive 
art, breathes the very spirit of Greek mythology.” 

Bookman (N.Y.). 

“ Real inspiration—sings of what is lovely in lovely 
fashion . . . the writer has been caught up in a lyrical 
impulse.” Glasgow Herald. 

“ One of the younger band that is bringing back to 
English poesy its ancient glory.” Atlantic Monthly. 

“ The book is a sheer delight—we welcome it with a 
joy not known since the first flights of Swinburne.” 

Poetry. 

“ A poet of rare delicacy, culture, and imaginative 
power.” Athenceum. 

“ A limpid sweetness, a sober twilight charm, unforced 
in feeling and nobly true to life.” Bookman. 
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SHE MOVES, THE LADY OF MY LOVE 


She moves, the lady of my love, 

A vision of delight, 

And everything she touches seems 
To glory in her sight; 

A white rose is not fair as she, 

Her lips are poppy-red. 

And I have pressed them in delight 
Until their colour fled ; 

Her throat is as a marble tower 
That guards the citadel 
Where are two hills of virgin snow 
That Love has loved so well. 

Ah 1 ye who have not loved or seen 
The wonder of her breast. 

Nor ever found so warm and soft 
A refuge of deep rest, 

Nor felt her sweet, warm breath play o’er 
Your buried face and hair, 

Nor kissed the rose-red lips of love 
And worshipped one so fair 
How can poor words have song enough 
To sing her grace aright— 

Is not the lady of my love 
A vision of delight ? 


( 15 ) 


She Moves, the Lady of my Love— continued 


Her eyes are as twin torches in 
The heaven of her face, 

Her brow is white as ivory, 

And in her speech I trace 
The melodies which happy birds 
Have taught her in the ways 
Of sunny meadows filled with song 
Thro’ golden summer days. 

Her hair is fragrant as the wind 
That kisses violet meads. 

And falls in tresses o’er the brow 
Where Love his welcome reads ,* 
Sweet as the rapture of the night 
Is that of waking day. 

And when together, hand in hand. 

We walk the woodland way. 

Her presence, like a breath of Spring, 
Calls forth the flowers to greet 
The happy glances of her eyes. 

And kisses of her feet. 

The birds, when she approaches nigh, 
Sing louder than before, 

How lavish seems the woodbine bush 
With all its scented lore ! 

And sunnier are the sunny ways. 

And bluer are the skies, 

To match the sunshine of her face. 
The blueness of her eyes ; 


( 16 ) 


She Moves, the Lady of my Love— continued 


And then I knew a secret sense 
She has of Nature’s mind. 

For once methought I saw, but now 
I know my sight was blind : 

She opens up a wonderland 
Wherein we daily tread : 

The lily is a mystery 

On which her soul has fed ; 

She knows the secret of each flower 
Like any woodland elf. 

And tells me every secret, save 
The secret of herself,— 

And that I shall not crave, enough 
For me, in wonder bright, 

She moves, the lady of my love, 

A vision of delight. 


( 17 ) 


LOVE’S SILENCE 


I have not called you fair. 

True loverwise. 

Nor praised your golden hair 
And heavenly eyes, 

Nor pressed you warm and close 
Against my breast— 

For all things such as those 
May naught attest ; 

But I have dreamed of you 
In sleepless nights, 

Your speech has thrilled me through 
With sharp delights. 

And I have watched you move. 

With yearning heart— 

Passion of such deep love 
Could words impart ? 

Ah ! dearest one, I break 
All bonds of speech 
With deeper thought. 0 take 
My love, and teach 
Language no lips can speak, 

Only souls hear. 

My words are all too weak, 

Your love so dear ! 


( 18 ) 


APPASSIONATA 


Sometimes I wonder why I suffer so— 

A stranger’s face, what could it mean for me ? 

Once seen by most forgotten soon—ah, no ! 

For me those eyes, those lips will ever be 
The substance of the dreams that oft I dream. 

Your face attracted me, your voice rang clear. 

Your eyes were lustrous as sun-burnished pools. 
Your thought not of philosophies that bear 
The imprint of the academic schools— 

Therefore we spent the hours in vain delight, 

Riding the sparkling waves at early morn, 

Or playing tennis in the noon, while night 
Echoed with little loves that in our arms were borne. 

And now I make lament—the old lament, 

Your loveliness will fade, your youth will die. 

And so I shudder, knowing days that went 
Swiftly and gloriously, like all things, by ; 

It gives me pain to think that youth must fade, 

I sat and gloried in your eyes’ soft gleam, 

I gazed and thanked the Deity who made 
Such glory for my heart to feast upon— 

Yet never once I spake to you of this, 

For you those days are dead, are dead and gone : 
For you, maybe, the moment held its bliss, 
Wherefore my joy is somewhat fraught with pain 
Knowing those days will never come again, 

Knowing that you will laugh, and live content, 
While all my days are passed in dreary banishment. 

( 19 ) 


APPASSIONATA—continued 

Have I been born to live in vain—to make 
A god for memory’s worship, only that? 

Will Beauty’s fountain never flow and slake 
This thirsty soul of mine you wonder at ? 

Oh, sometimes, such my love, I wish you dead 
That 1 may close your eyes, and kiss your mouth, 

And place upon my heart your handsome head, 
Perchance my thirsty soul would ease its drouth, 

For then, unknowing, I might worship you— 

Which once I did in secret lest you knew. 

Ah ! when we parted on our separate ways 
You little knew my pain—those happy days 
Were happy days for you, no more—to me 
They are as heirlooms, fraught with misery, 

For future years to hoard—when we are old, 

When Youth’s fine glow is gone and all our days are cold. 

Oh ! frail, sad heart that falls in Beauty’s snare 
And locks its love within a silent tomb, 

No words betray its utter grief—nor dare 
One look reveal its secret—’tis my doom 
To suffer in mute agony nor speak 
The secrets those who love may to their loved ones break. 

Pass from me face that moves my lips to song. 

That fills my heart with sadness, fills these eyes 
With tears that are for you, to you belong. 

These tears you must not see lest you despise ! 


(20) 


Appassionata— continued 


What are my restless nights that see your face 
Shining through silent darkness unto you?— 
Something unknown, unguessed,—yet / can trace 
Each subtlety of change, most sure and true— 

As when you smiled—I hold its magic yet, 

A radiance that never my fond heart will forget. 

Therefore my joy is somewhat fraught with pain 
Distilled from happy days recalled in vain ; 

We met, we spoke, we parted, now with me 
The vision of your face is dwelling constantly. 


( 21 ) 


LA GLORIOSA DONNA 

(Beatrice) 


I 

Thou art the dream of the beauty dreamed, 

0 lady fair, 

Radiant as the Moon hath seemed 
When all the breathless sky lay bare, 

Bathing itself in the glorious light; 

Thou art the Moon of the poet’s night 
Once dark with care. 

II 

The stars look not in the Moon’s bright face, 
O lady mine ! 

They hide themselves in abysmal space ; 

And so mine eyes look not in thine 
Lest they should burn with a fervour found 
In the sanctuary of a love profound 
And a joy divine. 

III 

Wert thou the Helen that brought to Troy 
The Greeks of old, 

And filled with passion the beauteous boy ?— 
Oh I marvel not that men were bold :— 

One smile of thine would be balm for death, 
And thy praise would take the dying breath 
Ere the lips were cold. 


( 22 ) 


La Gloriosa Donna— continued 


IV 

I wonder not that a poet loved 
Afar, in pain. 

Or that through Hell to Heaven he moved. 
And lived his life but a glimpse to gain 
Of the lady loved by a speechless boy ; 
Mine eyes can worship thee, but my joy 
Seeks words in vain. 

V 

The thought unuttered, like music, dies 
In a pulsing dream, 

For I dare not trust nor voice nor eyes 
In fear that a word or a look should seem 
Less than the meaning it would convey. 
And I pale as a star in the light of Day, 
’Neath thine eyes’ soft gleam ! 


( 23 ) 


WINTER AND SPRING 


I could not know how dear you are 
Till you were gone, 

Or that the days would seem so far. 
Or one by one 

The hours would pass so slow until 
You came again 

To feed my hungry gaze, and still 
The heart in pain. 

I did not know that I could find 
One soul so dear. 

Or that my arms could e’er enfold 
Such love and fear, 

A love that gives itself entire. 
Receiving more, 

A fear that sets my heart afire 
With Love’s strange lore. 


How could I know your eyes would find 
The soul in me, 

Too long embittered, lone and blind 
With misery, 

I had not thought that lips could kiss 
All pain away, 

And wretchedness be changed to bliss, 
And Night to Day. 


Winter and Spring— continued 


0 more than human love that speaks, 
Discarding words, 

Yet holds such meaning as one seeks 
And finds in birds’ 

First songs of Spring while boughs are bare, 
I feel anew 

My heart burst forth with blossoms rare. 
Because of you. 


( 25 ) 


LOVE THAT WAITED 


I loved you when, a boy, 

1 thought you half divine, 

And dreamed of coming joy 
When you were mine : 

I loved you for the grace 
Crowning you when you moved,— 
Your laughter, lips and face, 

All these 1 loved. 

And when a youth, I longed 
To know you were mine own, 

To voice the love that thronged 
My heart, now grown 
With love matured thro’ days 
All filled with thoughts of you ; 

So love, I sought your face. 

Nor dreamt, nor knew. 

The throstle called his mate, 

And in the vales of Spring 
Life ran with joy elate 
Thro’ everything ; 

* Now will I go to her 
With gentle words and sweet. 
Love’s joyous messenger. 

My Queen to greet ! ’ 


( 26 ) 


Love that Waited —continued 


But when I found my love. 
Her lips were cold as snow, 
She did not speak or move. 
She could not know : 

Silent she lay in rest, 

The cross within her hands, 
Two lilies on her breast; 
None understands 
Why, in the night, I rise 
Seeking the silent place 
Where in the dark she lies, 
Hiding her face. 


( 27 ) 


REMEMBRANCE 


Calling of birds in the leafy elms, twilight creeping o’er river 
and lea, 

Fierce and full on the low horizon swims the sun in a crimson 
sea ; 

The soft wind whispers, the lilac blossom sways in a scented 
dream of blue, 

And the woodland slumbers, the shadows gather, but I am 
restless and think of you. 

Where are you now, does your heart remember } here, where 
you left me, 1 cannot forget— 

Though Winter has vanished and Spring runs riot, that one 
wild hour is with me yet ! 

The leaves had fallen, the night was chilly, the wind shrieked 
past us in search of prey. 

Driving the withered blossoms of Summer, mocking the 
garlands that decked her way ; 

But dearer than hours of golden leisure, softer than days of 
a flower-sweet June, 

Sweeter than strains of a distant music, fairer far than a 
woodland moon 

Ghostly and pale ’mid the gaunt, black branches, that one 
wild hour 1 hold through Time, 

When vows were uttered and silence followed,—naught save 
the beat of your heart on mine,— 

For years we may heed not, a moment immortal may rule all 
our dreams and the days to be, 

And the Past may die not but live forever, yet Life hold 
naught save one memory. 

( 28 ) 


Remembrance— continued 


Chiming of bells in the old church tower, crying of fowl on 
the lilied lake. 

The lawns are bright with the last low glimmer, the loud 
rooks wheel on the homeward wake ; 

The old hall windows flash golden sunwards, the smoke 
curls up in the windless air, 

Terrace and arbour and walk are voiceless, do they remember 
who wandered there ? 

The low sweet laughter, the rustle of garments, the echoing 
footsteps on gravel and stone— 

They know, they know, and for old sounds listen, mutely 
sad as I pace alone ; 

Steps where you trod and paths where you wandered, all are 
dear to me, speaking of you— 

Even if one should cease to remember, these things would 
forget not and still be true ; 

New voices will fall where your voice has fallen, new feet 
will tread in the paths that were ours, 

Our ears will hear not the birds at even, our eyes will see 
not the blossoms and flowers ; 

But one hour shall be sacred from Time the Despoiler, the 
sunset hour when shadows fall,— 

Then shall old sorrows seem good to remember, old footsteps 
echo, old voices call. 


( 29 ) 


JOY 


Who named thee Joy—what Delphic whisper told 
Thy mission to the hearts of men, what muse' 
Divined the treasure of thy heart’s pure gold? 
Wert thou so named that poets might enthuse 
And in the whispering night find sweet excuse 
For drinking nectar which thy lips enfold ? 

For those who know thee, Joy, forget the cold 
Relentless world, paying young Love his dues. 


Joy in the days of Spring came down to me. 
Love in her heart, and laughter in her eyes, 
And in her speech a dulcet melody 
Wherein two hearts commingled, with soft sighs 
Trembling between the pauses when the lips 
Voiceless with passion sought the soul’s eclipse. 


( 30 ) 


TO A LADY 

(B G.) 


Lady, how can the least, imperfect art. 

However used with skill, suffice to prove 

Or give expression to the tender love 

Grown ’neath the radiance thy dear smiles impart? 

I am held captive by thy gentle heart 

And daily made thy debtor, and above 

All beauteous things, imperial, thou dost move 

In queenly office held by queenly art; 


Therefore I am most happy when thy thought 
Towards me is turned, and like an Eastern slave 
Whose silent homage won a Queen for friend, 

I live and serve within thy gracious Court, 
Finding the slightest sign of love I gave 
Repaid with graces which no Arts transcend. 


( 31 ) 


TO A LADY WHO PAINTED MY PORTRAIT 

(H. S.) 

Lady, your eyes are quick to find 
The subtle shades upon a face, 

And with a touch, both true and kind. 

Your brush has left full many a trace 
Of the half-wonder and surprise 
That filled me as I watched the hand. 

So swift beneath your thoughtful eyes 
That look, and seeing, understand. 

For you have painted, not my facs. 

But something which, with feeling rare, 

Your heart divined, and in the place 
Of eyes that merely gaze and stare 
You painted light diffused in gloom 
Because you knew a poet sees 
In Beauty, its foreshadowed doom. 

In Life, its hidden mysteries. 

Therefore, O Lady, hand with eye 
And feeling heart combine to give 
That power of subtle alchemy 
By which your subjects truly live ; 

And if a poet’s soul has been 
Wholly revealed to you, be kind ! 

Art, with its deeper sight, has seen 
Something to which the world is blind. 


( 32 ) 


MEMORIES 


Do you remember 
Claude, Lancelot and 1 
Lying in wonder. 

Beneath a May sky. 

Listening in silence ’mid green Malvern Hills 
To the song of the lark and its wonderful trills? 

Do you remember— 

You cannot forget ! 

Listening in wonder 
I see your face yet; 

List’ning, 1 whispered, ‘ Ah, if we could sing 
As yon lark in the sky ! How his melodies ring ! ’ 

* Chorister, singing 
High up in blue heaven. 

Oh that a part of 
Thy rapture were given. 

Poet that soarest, to one who would soar. 

One who lives for his song, for his song and no more ! ’ 

Do you remember 

Those words which I spake, 

Lying with you 

And with yours in the brake? 

Clouds floated over us, what did we care 

For the lark was our minstrel, our wine was the air ! 


( 33 ) 


Memories— continued 


Ceaselessly toiling 
With quivering wings. 

Higher he reaches 
And blither he sings. 

With a paean of song from a heart overjoyed 

He is gone from our sight, tis a voice from the void ! 


Do you remember 
Down, down from the blue 
Dropping, he came then, 

’Tis certain you do ! 

* Look how he dives ! ’ I remember you said, 

Then he dived, and the hills were as dumb as the dead. 


Do you remember— 

Oh ! can you forget— 

Moments so golden 
Come back to me yet, 

Lancelot and Dorothy, Claude, you and I— 
All listening to one little bird in the sky ! 


—To Mrs. A. N. (1913) 


( 34 ) 


ON THE SEVERN 


When the afternoon was golden 
In a boat we gently crept 
Up the river ’twixt the olden. 

Silent hills that softly slept, 

Till we came to dreaming Arley 
Climbing high beyond the bend— 

Dreaming, sun-red roofs from which slow wreaths of smoke 
ascend. 


When the fringe of hills lay burning 
As the Sun sank in the West, 

Down the misty stream returning, 

Softly gliding, oars at rest, 

We sang sweetly in the twilight 
As the purple hills turned grey, 

Floating, floating, floating down the silent homeward way. 


O’er the sombre hills ascending 
Rose the Moon whose flooding light 
Changed the sullen river wending 
To a silver path through night; 

In our wake the rippling water 
Like a bed of diamonds shone, 

Gleaming, gleaming, gleaming as the boat went gliding on« 


( 35 ) 


On the Severn— continued 


Quaint, old Bewdley town lay dreaming 
Where the silver Severn flows 
With reflections brightly gleaming 
’Neath the lamplit bridge that throws 
Shafts of light upon the water 
Swirling dark and silently. 

Flowing, flowing, flowing past the arches to the sea. 


In the silence, long, long after. 

When those moments are no more, 

Still I hear the ghostly laughter 
With the sound of dipping oar, 

And my heart goes fondly dreaming, 

Down to Bewdley Bridge it goes— 

Gliding, gliding, gliding where the silver Severn flows ! 


( 36 ) 


ANDROMACHE 


The still midnoon was come, and all the steeps 
Lay somnolent within the swimming air 
That breathed among the trees with heavy sighs 
Scented with asphodel. Beyond the meads. 

Now shadowless, the beechwoods, tressed with vine. 
Lifted their branches in the golden light, | M 
And where the cloud-capped hill with many streams. 
Shone golden-veined, the leafy mountain ash 
Motionless slept; the moan of many doves, 

Within the poplars grown athwart the sky, 

Was breeze borne with the scent of lilac fields. 


Along the border of the stream-girt plain, 
Leaving the city gates, a woman came 
Threading the olive woods by primrose paths 
That led to Thetis’ Close (where Peleus 
In olden days brought Thetis to his bed). 

And through the sunny woodland up she toiled 
Towards the fountain by the elm trees’ shade 
Where women came with pitchers all day long. 


Slowly along the step ravine she clomb 
As one deep-stricken to the heart with woe, 
And all her robes hung fold on fold about 
Her grief-expressive figure, dark, enswathed 


( 37 ) 


Andromache— continued 


Save where the ivory brow gleamed forth above 
Two eyes that were as wells of sorrow where 
No sunlight ever glanced. Then as she moved. 
Her voice broke forth in sweetness, and the sigh 
Of welling tears ran o’er each pause, and all 
The woods were stilled as when a storm o’erclouds 
And thro’ the brooding silence steals the wind. 


4 0 mighty Jove ! Lord of the Courts of Heaven, 
1 would thou hadst not spared me to this day, 
Nor led me captive to the land of Hellas, 

For who shall hail me now ? 1 once was fair 

And drew the lordly Hector to my breast,— 
White-armed Andromache whose lovely brow, 
Shining beneath fair tresses, knew the kiss 
Of Priam’s son. Alas ! for I am she. 

Daughter of Eetion, Hector sought 
In woody Hypoplacus where I dwelt 
Loved of my sire and brothers seven. 


Ah ! there 

He came and kissed me, called me by my name— 
“ 0 fair, white-browed Andromache l ” he said, 
Taking my hand in his heroic clasp, 

And drawing me to bliss upon his breast ; 


( 38 ) 


Andromache— continued 


And thence to lofty Ilium, where his sire 
Ruled over mighty Troas, I was led 
All envied of my beauty and my lord/ 


She ceased and moved towards the beechwood’s shade. 
There sate, and in the noon made sad complaint. 


4 0 mighty Jove, he was a lord of men— 
Strong-armed, high-browed, and leader in the field ; 
Beloved of all, by me the best beloved, 

Who knew him more and loved him none the less. 
Woe to the day that fickle-hearted Helen 
Came with her evil ways and luring eyes 
To wreak the fall of Ilium. When the plain 
Grew dark with armed Hellenes, he came forth, 
The great-souled Hector, seeking me, and there. 
Upon the high wall by the Scaen gates. 

He found me, with our babe Scamandrius 
Rocked in the nurse’s arms, wherein he shone 
More like a beauteous star than hapless babe. 


0 mighty Jove, my heart is breaking, hear ! 
The lordly Hector took me in his arms 
And held me as I wept. For all his words 


( 39 ) 


Andromache— continued 


Were sorrowful, as words of all farewells : 

And on his tongue a dreadful prophecy 
Foretold the end of married bliss, the end 
Of all the joys that make a husband dear ; 

Of Death, and Ruin, when the lofty walls 
Of smitten Ilium crashed to earth. Whereon 
His eyes grew pitiful, his words grew sad 
And slow. He bade me venerate his name 
Who loved his country more than wife and babe. 
Holding the commonweal above his own ; 

But I, with tearful pleadings, then besought 
His pitiful thought towards me, of love bereft, 
And widowed of my lord and guardian soul ; 

But all my words stayed not his stern resolve. 
With commendations sweet, he gave his son 
Into my sorrowing care, and bade me tend 
His training, to the end that men should praise 
The valour of the son above the sire. 

Then to my fragrant bosom low his brow 
Was bent in silence, and with soothing words 
He bade me go perform the homely tasks, 

And with one soul-surrendering farewell 
He turned, and went from sight for evermore.’ 


As the wind in the dark and raging night 

Wails thro’ the rain-drenched woods, and slowly dies 
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Andromache— continued 


With fitful moans to silence, so her voice 
Came thro’ the olives, o’er the sunlit sward 
And died unechoing in the sultry noon. 

Throwing the veil from off her moon-white brow 
And brushing back the tresses, with two eyes 
Whose passion lit the darkness of their woe, 

She lifted up her voice, and as she spake 

The startled birds flew out with glimmering wings, 

And sought the voiceless arbour of the pines. 


* 0 mighty Jove ! would hate implacable 
Could hound to Hades him who slew my lord ! 

I then would praise thy justice, for in truth, 
Wherefore do men reap victory and fame 
Because a thousand women mourn their lords 
Whose pale, unbosomed faces look no more 
Upon their woe-worn features ? Fatherless, 
Young children listen for their sires, and curse 
The dreaded name Achilles, whose sure spear 
Pierced thro* the heart of every Trojan dame. 
Divine Achilles, such his name of men. 

But all the venom of despair, the hate 
Of abject misery, 1 summon up, 

Nor words, nor imprecations breathed by ghouls 
Dwelling in Stygian darkness, hold the hate 
That labours in my heart towards this man. 
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Andromache— continued 


He slew my father, and with rapine foul 
O’eran his rich dominions, brought to ruin 
The sovereign city, lofty-gated Thebes. 

Moreover, of the issue of my sire. 

His seven noble sons he slew ; and I, 

The miserable wreckage of a line 
Illustrious in war, renowned in peace, 

Beheld my butchered lord, with bleeding corse 
Dragged in the chariot’s wake ; and when the walls 
Of stricken Troy were sundered, from my arms 
The wailing babe was dashed to awful death/ 


Here ceased her voice in sorrow, and the hair, 
Falling about her shoulders, veiled the face 
With anguish bowed, and when she spake again 
Her cheeks were pale, her eyes saw not, but glowed 
With wild intensity of boundless hate 
Whose passion froze the blood within her cheeks 
And marbled all the face in speechless grief. 


4 Jove, and ye other gods, pursue with wrath 
Thro’ Hades’ dawnless gates this man whose foul 
Remorseless conquest widowed me of love. 
Hearken, ye gods ! I dwell a captive here 
Unransomed ; to a base and loveless bed 
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Andromache— continued 


Forced with rude hands of Neoptolemus, 

The wolfish son begot of savage sire ; 

And when my ravished limbs are freed at dawn 
They labour daily, on this toilsome steep, 
Carrying water from the fountain head. 


Ye gods, I crave one mercy. Let me die 
That I may go to him whose lonely soul 
Waits comfortless by Lethe’s songless shore ; 
And in his glance the deathly glade shall smile 
Like sunlit meadows after springtide rain : 

The leafless trees shall blossom, and the birds 
Break forth in song, and they among the shades 
Who, shadowlike, move mournfully in gloom, 
Shall see a breaking light, breathe purer air. 

For radiant as a star engulfed in night 
My face will shine and seek him out, and we 
Together then shall sink in Lethe’s flood 
Forgetting sorrow, for with him I know 
Where’er we dwell, Elysium will be.’ 
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TO MARJORY : In Springtime 


Little winsome Marjory, 

Clasp my hand and come with me 
Where the sunshine and the flowers 
All rejoice in Springtime-hours ; 

Let us seek the meadow stream 
Lit with many a golden gleam, 
Where the ripples in the breeze, 
And the slender willow trees, 

Laugh and twinkle in the sun 
Like a maiden full of fun. 

Now the notched and silver palm 
Heavenward lifts its Easter psalm. 
And along the watercourse 
Flames the yellow-blossomed gorse. 
And the grass is soft and green 
Like a carpet for a queen— 
Prancing, dancing Marjory 
Clasp my hand and come with me. 


Gaily from the hawthorn bush 
Comes the twitter of the thrush, 
Fast and faster yet he sings 
As upon the bough he swings, 
For he has so much to say 
About the nest that’s hid away 
Where you’ll never find it, love ! 
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To Marjory : In Springtime— continued 


Now the lark has soared above, 
Dropping from his throat the pearls 
On a string that downward whirls 
Like a thousand fairy bells 
O’er the wooded hills and dells : 

Up he soars and higher still— 

Now his topmost note is shrill— 

Ah ! he sinks—his song grows less— 
You wonder if it’s dizziness? 

Little frolic Marjory, 

Shall we run to him and see? 


Radiant is the joyous sun. 

For, you see, he’s just begun 
Kissing all the little girls 
On their golden tumbling curls. 
And he smiles on little boys 
When they are so full of joys, 
Oh the sun—he likes the Spring, 
Likes it more than anything ! 
Now the bee is after honey, 
Sharp as misers after money, 

And he visits all the flowers 
In the bright and sunny hours. 
All day long the lilies look 
At their faces in the brook, 
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To Marjory : In Springtime— continued 


And the violets throw around 
Precious fragrance on the ground ; 
Merry, elfin Marjory, 

Clasp my hand and come with me. 


All the scented hedgerows gay 
Deck themselves in bridal may, 

And the roses are in bud, 

Each a tiny drop of blood ; 

And a thousand fledgling-throats 
Try to learn their woodland notes, 

For how strange would seem the Spring 
If no birds had learned to sing ! 

Let us go and in the grass 
Lie and watch the clouds that pass. 
Fairy ships all sailing through 
Strange and boundless seas of blue. 

Let us go, it is such fun 
Idly dreaming in the sun ! 

Laughing little Marjory, 

Will you, will you come with me? 
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AFTER VACATION 

(To “ Sonnie "— D. 0.) 


Let me think it over, now you are gone— 
I cherished those hours, every one, 

When your boyish laughter filled the air 
And broke my thought of pain and care. 


We walked together by woodland ways, 

I, and you with the bright, young face, 

With a faith undimmed in a world of joy, 

And the open heart and mind of a boy ; 

I loved your face, so frank, so fair, 

Finding my own lost boyhood there, 

And your chatter was more than speech of men. 
Fresh from a world I knew again, 

A world where dreams work out to truth, 

And the golden age is the age of youth. 


The age of youth !—I scarce have known 
The sweets of it—too soon upgrown 
In a world of men where life is fierce 
And the kindly heart is the heart to pierce. 
0 happy boy ! was it with surprise 
You saw the tears come into my eyes ? 
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After Vacation— continued 


For your words were light as your heart, and so 
You questioned me, and wished to know 
What made me sad—and I could not say, 
Though my heart knew well in a furtive'way 
And my arm drew tighter around your own, 
For something told me I stood alone, 

That between your years and mine there swept 
The flood of memory wherein slept 
The boy’s fond dreams—such dreams as you 
Are dreaming yet, and finding true ! 


0 red, young lips and rosy cheeks ! 

My heart for its long, lost boyhood seeks, 

Some echo of it rang in your voice, 

And hearing I could not help rejoice, 

And part of my love was love for you, 

And part for the dreams that have not come true. 
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A CHILD’S EYES 


Eyes of a child—twin worlds of light, 

What have ye seen that visions bright 
Still kindle with a Paradisal hue : 

Something retained of all the heavenly wonder, 
The glorious light, 

The realm ethereal that angels view. 

Where worlds are rent asunder : 

Something of these within remembered sight 
Make of them worlds of light ? 


Yea, even so it must be, we are grown 
Heavy with pain and moan, 

That all the wonder of this wondrous world, 

The stars that, censor-wise, 

Swing down the vaulted Night, 

The glowing panorama of the skies 
When through the Dawn’s wide portal sweeps the Sun 
’Mid roseate clouds unfurled, 

Ruling his realm of light. 

Yea, even these no longer stir the heart. 

No longer find reflection in our eyes, 

Nor wake the wonder of unknowing days, 

When, with unasking, unperturbed gaze, 

A child’s wide eyes. 

Disdainful of being wise, 

Something of all their glory to the earth impart. 
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A Child’s Eyes— continued 


Therefore I voyage in thy fancy-bark, 

Through thy great wonders dark, 

Knowing they mirror all the heaven that glows 
(Since even wayside pools can mirror Heaven, 

How much to thee is given !) 

Like an unfurled rose, 

Petal on petal, fragrant with the wind 
That blows o’er all mankind ; 

And lo ! with sails outblown, 

My swift bark wings o’er seas whose undertone 
Echoes the chanting of that Paradisal zone 
Whence lately, life-elated, 

With joy precipitated, 

Thou, little child, caught’st up those wondrous skies 
Into thy magic eyes, 

Bringing to earth the glory they had seen. 
Retaining still the lustre of what THEY once had been ! 


On thro’ the mirrored pools of thy reflective sight, 
On, o’er the bar of Heaven, the swift bark sped. 
Thro’ countries of the Dead, 

The Dead so dead in that, as yet unborn, 
They wait for Morn, 

Even as thou didst once, in state forlorn. 
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A Childs Eyes— continued 


When at the summoning trumpet call of Life, 
The curtain rising on the Stage of Strife, 

With yearning limbs, at last 
The dread inaction past. 

Robed in prenatal glory down to Earth 
They joyfully will wing to wombs of human birth ; 


On thro’ the land where hands unseen have wrought 
The rainbow’s glory and the poet’s thought. 
Upward I sailed, still sailed, lo ! Paradise ! 

The argent-gated City set with stars 
And sunshine-fretted bars ; 

Thence, ere they lifted for my passing through— 

* Say ! What most treasurest 
On Memory’s palimpsest ? ’ 

In angel-throated accents came the cry : 

And I, 

Thought not nor knew, 

But straightway answered, 

Whereat the bars upsped, 

* 0 Keeper of the Gates of Paradise, 

A child’s bright eyes ! 

For visions of this realm they hold most true ! * 
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A Child’s Eyes— continued 


Then in great glory, loud, hosanna-wise, 

Rang all the quivering skies— 

‘ Light in a baby’s eyes 
Cometh from Paradise ! ’ 

And thus in joined anthem sang the stars, 

Thus all the ways of Heaven rang with song. 

Till I, among 

The diapason music of the swinging firmament. 

With fear downbent, 

And lo ! with glow 

Of steadfast light and unperturbed gaze. 

Once more with great amaze. 

My waking sense outdreamed its dream and saw— 

No starry plains of Heaven, no Paradise, 

No Court where sat enthroned the Giver of the Law, 
No ! greater my surprise— 

Only a child’s bright eyes ! 


How little and how mean 
The fruits of those who glean 
The harvest fields of knowledge : scholarship 
Fades in the sight of that unthinking glance 
’Neath which, as in a trance, 

The Universe unvows her vestalship, 
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A Child’s Eyes— continued 


And from her unseen face lets fall the veil 
’Neath which the glimmering form, but half discerned. 
Lay hid from one who yearned, 

Who cried, with passionate craving for the truth, 

While swift, onpassing years with little ruth, 

Hearing the cry, beheld him strive and fail ; 

And lo ! when Science with her ordered arts 
Had striven, with the cunning she imparts, 

And, baffled, stood before the fine intricacies 
Of this Earth’s mysteries, 

A little child with sunshine in his smile, 

With glint of roguish wile. 

With one low cry of innocent delight, 

Opened his eyes so bright 
And saw the rainbow’s beauty, while the seer 
Saw nothing there, 

For Knowledge, specious Critic, 

Shattered the rainbow’s glory to colours analytic! 


Therefore unto the child, methinks, is given 
The insight into Heaven, 

For we are lost to wonder in this world, 

While in our facts upcurled. 

We live as lives the grub within the rose, 

Eating the beauty from the heart of things 
Nor heed wherein the secret of it springs : 
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A Child’s Eyes— continued 


Yet eyes, in which 

The rainbow’s glory lives again, receive 
The impress of the wonder they perceive, 
Nor guess the secret of it all, nor grieve ; 
Wherefore am I, 

Unknowing, but observant, greatly rich, 
Become the treasure-house of Beauty’s store 
That, more and more. 

The wonders that delight my seeing eye, 
May therein lie : 

So thus to keep the rapture of the child. 
Whose simple heart with Beauty is beguiled, 
Most happily beguiled ! 


Once on a time, 

That sad, all-suffering time, 

When presaging song had filled my heart with woe, 
1 chanced to go, 

A forlorn songster, smutted with the grime 
Of the most heartless City of the World, 

Sickened with undeserving long neglect, 

Into a place where spread 
On lettered shelves the great, undying dead, 

Whose singing souls, in pilgrimage elect, 

Still wing them down the ringing ways of Time, 
With Fame’s immortal banners o’er them furled : 
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A Child’s Eyes— continued 


And taking down a vellum-covered book, 

I sought a nook 

Wherein to scent the fragrance of its rhyme ; 

Ah, then how shall I tell this thing so great, 

What song, what lyric rapture magical 
Can fitly tell an act grown tragical 
With cherished fondness in my foolish heart?— 

This little act beyond all estimate, 

For ’twas at lowest ebb of Fortune’s flood 
A child intuitively understood, 

A little child that in most tragic-wise 
Looked with her big wide eyes, 

Then spake, and changed my Hell to singing Paradise ! 


0 voice ! 0 child’s sweet voice ! 

That made my heart rejoice. 

That shattered all the bonds that bound me in despair, 
Beside my chair, 

A fairy book you showed me with delight, 

A little trusting, wide-eyed fairy wight 
With golden hair— 

No Titian’s Madonna e’er embraced 
A child more fair, 

More sweet, more innocent, more angel-faced ! 
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A Child’s Eyes— continued 


Therefore, methinks, unto the child is given 
The insight into Heaven, 

Nor solely that, but into human hearts. 

How otherwise that messenger divined 
A human voice grown kind 
In multitudinous solitude I pined ? 

Yea, Love itself imparts 
To the clear freshness of a child’s young eyes ; 

The newborn child retains 
The undimmed vision of the heavenly plains ! 


Eyes of a child—twin worlds of light, 

What have ye seen that visions bright 
Still kindle with a Paradisal hue— 

Something retained of all the heavenly wonder, 

The glorious light 
Of realms ethereal that angels view. 

Where worlds are rent asunder 
And God rides in the thunder?— 

Something of these within remembered sight 
Make of thine eyes twin worlds of most celestial light 
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THE YOUTH OF BEAUTY 


A youth came down to the City, from over the Hills of 
Sleep, 

He came like the star of morning that fronts the waking 
deep : 

His cheeks were mantled with roses, his brow like ivory 
gleamed, 

And his eyes were dark and lustrous, the eyes of one who 
dreamed. 


He came to the gate of the City, and went thro* the streets 
of men, 

Singing the Song of Beauty they never will hear again : 

He moved in the crowded market where merchants sought 
for gold, 

Where Love was purchased with riches, and Honour itself 
was sold. 


O strange was the song of his singing, with passion the strains 
o’erflowed 

Till his face was lit with glory, and his eyes were fires that 
glowed ; 

The merchants, forgetting their bargains, went up to the 
place where he sang, 

And women, with children, came running at sound of the 
notes that rang 
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The Youth of Beauty— continued 


Like the full, fierce torrents of Springtide, filled with a 
mountain tone, 

Eager for sunlit meadows after the cold, high zone. 

Now like the blended music of myriad, birdlike notes 
Flooding the stream-girt valleys, from out a thousand 
throats. 


Dreamily, dreamily, sweetly, now high, now low, now 
soft, 

The radiant youth was singing, and as he passed they oft 

Turned to the ground their faces, for in their eyes the 
tears 

Gathered and glistened, and falling, broke thro’ the seal of 
years. 


The merchant heard in the singing the voice that was his 
when, a boy, 

He stood by the knees of his mother in the far-off days of 
joy : 

The children listened with wonder—a strange, sweet story 
this, 

Filled with a sorrowful yearning ; whence came this Youth 
whose bliss 
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The Youth of Beauty— continued 


Had stopped the hum of the market, had voiced the grief 
of years, 

And made them think of something—sad to the point of 
tears ?— 

For a maiden ceased from kissing the lips of the youth she 
loved, 

And the children’s eyes grew rounder, and never a listener 
moved. 


* Come with me out to the sunshine, follow me where I 
lead, 

And leave behind in silence the woeful weight of greed ; 
Men of the City, your labour is useless for ye shall go. 
Borne out on the breath of Winter, nor reap the things ye 
sow. 


Others shall follow after and reap your gift of tears 
With moans and heavy sorrow, bearing the weight of 
years : 

Come ! for the things immortal are the things ye need not 
seek— 

The dreams endure forever, the facts of men are weak ! 
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The Youth of Beauty— continued 


Who shall destroy the sunset, and who shall silence the 
lark? 

O ye who toil for sorrow, 0 ye who work in the dark, 

Scatter the gold of your minting and gather the gold of the 
sky, 

For the things unmade of men are the things men cannot 
buy ! * 


He sang, but some were scornful, the merchant turned 
away— 

A sunset was a sunset, a thing of everyday. 

For dreams he had no leisure, and they had little to give, 
For he must toil for a living—though he never had time 
to live. 


The maiden turned to her lover who drank the magic 
song, 

She raised her lips to kiss him, and proved that love was 
strong 

To shatter the thought of the morrow with bliss of the present 
hour ; 

And they left the dreamer singing and sought a sheltered 
bower. 
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The Youth of Beauty— continued 


The mother called to her children ; who knew what evil 
spell 

This song of peace and beauty placed on their ears ?—ah, 
well— 

The beauty that never sickens, the rapture that never dies 

Is less than the lips of children with laughter and piteous 
sighs. 


* Come with me over the mountains ’—he sang to the dwind¬ 

ling throng— 

* For men are sad with toiling, and many are worn with 

wrong ; 

I go in quest of Beauty, in search of things that are 
One with the noonday silence, one with the evening star. 


Follow me over the valley, there’s death in the city-gloom. 

Your backs are bowed with labour, your brows are writ with 
doom, 

0 there is Death in your laughter, and Sorrow within your 
eyes ; 

Come where the light shall fail not, and silence makes ye 
wise ! * 
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The Youth of Beauty— continued 


The youth went on thro’ the City and down the echoing 
street, 

His brow bedecked with roses, and sandal-shod his feet; 
The maidens gazing after beheld his radiant face 
Intense with the passion of Beauty, and lit with holy grace. 


On thro’ the gate of the City, he went towards the height 
That gathered about its summit the battlements of night : 
His song passed into the silence from whence it came to 
men— 

The passionate Song of Beauty they never will hear again. 


The gold of the earth they garner, the woes of toil are 
theirs, 

Famine, Oppression and Sorrow come with the wearying 
years. 

Dreams they are fain to purchase, for dreams and rest they 
weep— 

But the Youth of Beauty returns not from over the Hills 
of Sleep. 
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ENGLAND 


Count not her strength in ships, nor land, nor gold, 

Nor solely by the prestige which of old 

She won and kept untarnished through long years ; 

Nor count her love and glory by the tears 

Which she has shed for valiant sons who died 

Upon the storm-swept heights of valour ; pride 

However justly due or nobly shown 

Is but the gloss of honour ; she is grown 

From something greater than the love of praise 

Which leads men down the dark, ensanguined ways 

Where Glory sinks beneath the heel of Might. 

Her strength is not of these; her eyes are bright 
With victory unsullied ; on her lips 
Heart-spoken truth has suffered no eclipse, 

For all her words reflect a nation’s thought, 

Impartial, free ; therefore her voice is sought 
And welcome in the ears of men who hear 
The words of honour ringing loud and clear. 

Her hand, so firm to rule, is strong to aid, 

Swift to avenge a confidence betrayed, 

But gentle to the weak, and ever found 
Upholding Justice the whole world around. 

Unto her children dear is England’s name, 

Writ large upon the roll of deathless fame, 

As one who tempered might with constant awe 

Of God’s abiding, universal law 

That raises nations high and casts them low. 
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England— continued 


England is mighty yet, her power shall grow 
Assailing heights of glory whereon Time 
Shall see her brow undimmed, her faith sublime, 
With purpose steadfast as the stars ; for all 
Her strength lies in the hearts of men who call 
Upon her name in veneration deep 
And joyfully surrender life to keep 
This island-home, this land of liberty 
Enshrined amid the everlasting sea. 
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